A   NIGHT  AT  PIETRAMALA
a beneficent Grand-Ducal government built the
wall, I shudder to think.    They must often have
been., quite literally, blown off the road.

We passed that way once in March. The
Italian spring, which is not so different from the
spring in other countries, was inclement that year
and icy. In Florence the sun shone fitfully be-
tween huge clouds. Snow still lay in patches on
Monte Morello. The breeze was nipping.
* Are the passes free of snow ?' we asked at the
garage where we stopped to fill our petrol tank.
Animated by that typically Italian desire to give
*an answer that will please the questioner, the
garage man assured us that the road was perfectly
clear. And he said it with such conviction that
we imagined, as northerners would naturally
imagine, that he knew. Nothing is more charm-
ing than southern courtesy, southern sympathy
and the southern desire to please. The heart is
touched by the kindly interest which the Italians
take in your affairs $ you love them for their
courteous inquisitiveness; they make you at home
Immediately, treat you at once as a human being
and do their best to please you. It is delightful.
But sometimes they are really too sympathetic by
half. For in order not to contradict you or give
you a moment's pain by disputing the accuracy
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